another a Happy New Year and all the rest of it, both the
charming antagonists indulged in hysterics. They ended
up with their arms around one another's necks and nothing
would satisfy them but that the table be joined up again.
My last recollection of that morning was of the two recon-
ciled ladies holding up the departure of cars from the
restaurant, each striving to induce the other to accept an
exchange of certain articles of jewellery in token of their
renewed friendship.
I always claim that I was on the Riviera but not of it,
for I lived in a very simple villa whose great charm was
that it was situated upon some quite excellent golf-links,
where I spent much more time than I did in the casinos.
I had a workroom built in a corner of my garden which
abutted on the fairway of the last hole, and in the busy
hours I heard many more English and American voices
from the players passing my windows than those of any
other nationality.   Social life exists on different and less
formal lines than in England.   There is very little cere-
mony about the place.   Friendships are made generally on
the basis of a common acquaintance in the casinos, on the
golf courses and on the tennis courts.   Formal visits are
seldom paid, the leaving of cards is only an occasional
happening.   The telephone is the chief medium both for
introductions and invitations.   A call on the telephone ;
Mr. X from the Hotel de Paris wants to speak to you;
Mr. X apologises for ringing up, announces himself as a
great friend of a great friend in New York who has pro-
mised to let you know of his existence.   An invitation to
lunch follows and a friendship easily established.   In such
manner I have welcomed very many interesting visitors.
I remember most affectionately Arthur Somers Roche,
whose early death some years ago was deplored on both
sides of the Atlantic, although over here his work was too
little known.   He was a brilliant conversationalist, a man
of quaint and ready wit but with a curiously retiring dis-
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